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President Breitmeyer Unveils Art Department Proposes 
Plan to Increase Student New Art Show 

Enrollment and Ease Inspired by artist Piero Manzoni and Museo 
Astoria's Housing Crisis Della Merda, our art department is planning a 


new show for the campus gallary. Once the 
current “Ship Show” is completed, a new 
installation of artworks made from or about 
faeces will be on display. Local artist will have 
a chance to express themselves in this medium. 
Works include painting, sculpture, and mixed 
media. One featured artisit produces paintings 
on canvas using watered down excriment, the 
artist varrying their diet to produce their color 
pallet. Also featured will be sculptures made 
from found dog droppings. Organiziers are still 
pondering a name for this upcoming show. 


In a win-win solution, our school will be 
allowing homeless people to spend the Sige | in 
unused classrooms. Since i 

the buildings are heated 
and the lights are on 

at night, it only seems 
logical to put those 
rooms to use. In order 

to have access to these 
unused classrooms, they 
must enroll as a full time 
student. Once books and 
school supplies are 
factored in, this places 
the cost of housing at a reasonable $1200 a = 
month, or about the same as a cheap apartment McLuhan 
in town. This program will bolster enrollment 1§ media! 
and provide an excellent place to study for 
anyone who is able to access these rooms. 
There is no word yet on whether our school 
is pursuing housing for existing students. 


Semester Abroad 


New Courses Being Added to Catalog 


Several dozen new classes will be included in 


next Fall's course offerings. It is still undecided . = . 
if instructors will be hired to teach these classes Everybody who is incapable of learning has 


and if students will be able to enroll in them. taken to teaching.” — Oscar Wilde 


ASG Seeks Ideas for Student Engagement 


Our Associated Student Government is soliciting ideas for new clubs and activities to give the 
illusion of an active and a vibrant campus. Send your ideas to: ASG@clatsopcc.edu 


Coming up in next issue: Facilities Announces Plans to Improve 
Services by Locking Students Outside of Buildings 
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Well, you know or don't 
you kennet or haven't I told 
you every telling has a taling 
and that's the he and the she 
of it. Look, look, the dusk is 
growing! My branches lofty 
are taking root. And my cold 
cher's gone ashley. Fieluhr? 
Filou! What age is at? It saon 
is late. 'Tis endless now senne 
eye or erewone last saw 
Waterhouse's clogh. They 
took it asunder, I hurd thum 
sigh. When will they 
reassemble it? O, my back, 
my back, my bach! I'd want 
to go to Aches-les-Pains. 
Pingpong! There's the Belle 
for Sexaloitez! And Concepta 
de Send-us-pray! Pang! 
Wring out the clothes! Wring 
in the dew! Godavari, vert the 
showers! And grant thaya 
grace! Aman. Will we spread 
them here now? Ay, we will. 
Flip! Spread on your bank 
and I'll spread mine on mine. 
Flep! It's what I'm doing. 
Spread! It's churning chill. 
Der went is rising. I'll lay a 
few stones on the hostel 
sheets. A man and his bride 
embraced between them. Else 
I'd have sprinkled and folded 
them only. And I'll tie my 
butcher's apron here. It's 
suety yet. The strollers will 
pass it by. Six shifts, ten 
kerchiefs, nine to hold to the 
fire and this for the code, the 
convent napkins, twelve, one 
baby's shawl. Good mother 
Jossiph knows, she said. 
Whose head? Mutter snores? 
Deataceas! Wharnow are alle 
her childer, say? In kingdome 
gone or power to come or 
gloria be to them farther? 
Allalivial, allalluvial! Some 
here, more no more, more 
again lost alla stranger. I've 
heard tell that same brooch of 
the Shannons was married 
into a family in Spain. And 
all the Dun-ders de Dunnes in 
Markland's Vineland beyond 
Brendan's herring pool takes 
number nine in yangsee's 
hats. And one of Biddy's 


beads went bobbing till she 
rounded up lost histereve 
with a marigold and a 
cobbler's candle in a side 
strain of a main drain of a 
manzinahurries off Bachelor's 
Walk. But all that's left to the 
last of the Meaghers in the 
loup of the years prefixed and 
between is one kneebuckle 
and two hooks in the front. 
Do you tell me that now? I do 
in troth. Orara por Orbe and 
poor Las Animas! Ussa, Ulla, 
we're umbas all! Mezha, 
didn't you hear it a deluge of 
times, ufer and ufer, respund 
to spond? You deed, you 
deed! I need, I need! It's that 
irrawaddyng I've stoke in my 
aars. It all but husheth the 
lethest zswound. Oronoko! 
What's your trouble? Is that 
the great Finnleader himself 
in his joakimono on his statue 
riding the high horse there 
forehengist? Father of Otters, 
it is himself! Yonne there! 
Isset that? On Fallareen 
Common? You're thinking of 
Astley's Amphitheayter 
where the bobby restrained 
you making sugarstuck pouts 
to the ghostwhite horse of the 
Peppers. Throw the cobwebs 
from your eyes, woman, and 
spread your washing proper! 
It's well I know your sort of 
slop. Flap! Ireland sober is 
Ireland stiff. Lord help you, 
Maria, full of grease, the load 
is with me! Your prayers. I 
sonht zo! Madammangut! 
Were you lifting your elbow, 
tell us, glazy cheeks, in 
Conway's Carrigacurra 
canteen? Was I what, 
hobbledyhips? Flop! Your 
rere gait's creakorheuman 
bitts your butts disagrees. 
Amn't I up since the damp 
dawn, marthared mary 
allacook, with Corri-gan's 
pulse and varicoarse veins, 
my pramaxle smashed, Alice 
Jane in decline and my 
oneeyed mongrel twice run 
over, soaking and bleaching 
boiler rags, and sweating 


cold, a widow like me, for to 
deck my tennis champion 
son, the laundryman with the 
lavandier flannels? You won 
your limpopo limp fron the 
husky hussars when Collars 
and Cuffs was heir to the 
town and your slur gave the 
stink to Carlow. Holy 
Scamander, I sar it again! 
Near the golden falls. Icis on 
us! Seints of light! Zezere! 
Subdueyour noise, you 
hamble creature! What is it 
but a blackburry growth or 
the dwyergray ass them four 
old codgers owns. Are you 
meanam Tarpey and Lyons 
and Gregory? I meyne now, 
thank all, the four of them, 
and the roar of them, that 
draves that stray in the mist 
and old Johnny MacDougal 
along with them. Is that the 
Poolbeg flasher beyant, 
pharphar, or a fireboat 
coasting nyar the Kishtna or a 
glow I behold within a hedge 
or my Garry come back from 
the Indes? Wait till the 
honeying of the lune, love! 
Die eve, little eve, die! We 
see that wonder in your eye. 
We'll meet again, we'll part 
once more. The spot I'll seek 
if the hour you'll find. My 
chart shines high where the 
blue milk's upset. 
Forgivemequick, I'm going! 
Bubye! And you, pluck your 
watch, forgetmenot. Your 
evenlode. So save to jurna's 
end! My sights are swimming 
thicker on me by the sha- 
dows to this place. I sow 
home slowly now by own 
way, moy-valley way. Towy I 
too, rathmine. 

Ah, but she was the queer 
old skeowsha anyhow, Anna 
Livia, trinkettoes! And sure 
he was the quare old buntz 
too, Dear Dirty Dumpling, 
foostherfather of fingalls and 
dotthergills. Gammer and 
gaffer we're all their 
gangsters. Hadn't he seven 
dams to wive him? And every 
dam had her seven crutches. 


And every crutch had its 
seven hues. And each hue had 
a differing cry. Sudds for me 
and supper for you and the 
doctor's bill for Joe John. 
Befor! Bifur! He married his 
markets, cheap by foul, I 
know, like any Etrurian 
Catholic Heathen, in their 
pinky limony creamy birnies 
and their turkiss indienne 
mauves. But at milkidmass 
who was the spouse? Then all 
that was was fair. Tys 
Elvenland! Teems of times 
and happy returns. The seim 
anew. Ordovico or viricordo. 
Anna was, Livia is, 
Plurabelle's to be. Northmen's 
thing made southfolk's place 
but howmulty plurators made 
eachone in per-son? Latin me 
that, my trinity scholard, out 
of eure sanscreed into oure 
eryan! Hircus Civis 
Eblanensis! He had buckgoat 
paps on him, soft ones for 
orphans. Ho, Lord! Twins of 
his bosom. Lord save us! And 
ho! Hey? What all men. Hot? 
His tittering daugh-ters of. 
Whawk? 

Can't hear with the waters 
of. The chittering waters of. 
Flitter-ing bats, fieldmice 
bawk talk. Ho! Are you not 
gone ahome? What Thom 
Malone? Can't hear with 
bawk of bats, all thim liffey- 
ing waters of. Ho, talk save 
us! My foos won't moos. I 
feel as old as yonder elm. A 
tale told of Shaun or Shem? 
All Livia's daughter-sons. 
Dark hawks hear us. Night! 
Night! My ho head halls. I 
feel as heavy as yonder stone. 
Tell me of John or Shaun? 
Who were Shem and Shaun 
the living sons or daughters 
of? Night now! Tell me, tell 
me, tell me, elm! Night night! 
Telmetale of stem or stone. 
Beside the rivering waters of, 
hitherandthithering waters of. 


Night! 


from Finnegans Wake 
by James Joyce 
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President Breitmeyer Unveils New French Language Course 
Plan to Help Students Save Coming Soon 


ver the last few years, our school has been 

on Energy Bills oe er seit ee th 
unable to offer French language classes, due 

With inflation and rising energy costs, our the difficulty of attracting a qualified instructor 


aes 


move to help ease the [By 
burden of high energy | 
bills, our college is 
encouraging students to 
charge their electric 
devices on campus. 
Students should bring in 
their cell phones, 
tablets, and laptops so 
they can charge them 
for free on campus. 
Heck, you may even 
want to buy a new electric Volkswagen so you 
can charge your car for free at werk school. 


students need all the help they can get. Ina at the salaries being offered. In an effort to 
EY expand foreign language course offerings, a 
new program is being developed—FR208 
Speaking with a French Accent. If you can’t 
speak French, learning a decent French accent 
should be enough to impress your friends! 


Semester Abroad 


Library Announces Plans to Convert 
Books to Digital Format 


Our library will be moving our collection of 
nonfiction books to an all-digital format—TikTok 
videos. Efforts are underway, and unneeded 
physical books are being disposed. Staff are 


Alan’s time at the call center was brief. 


hopeful this will go better than their ill-fated “Some people drink 
attempt to convert the library’s reference from the fountain of knowledge. 
section into Vines. Others just gargle” - Robert Anthony 


ASG Has New Plan for Student Engagement 


In an attempt to increase engagement, students are being encouraged to work independently on 
their own. Keep your ideas to yourself, and do not send them to: ASG@clatsopcc. edu 


Coming up in next issue: Student Services is Looking to Buy 
a Used Motorhome for On-Campus Student Housing 
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Banned It Press Classifieds 


| 100 - For Sale 210 - Found | 500 - Services 
Large collection of books— = Found: House Cat R.A.’s Fountain Cleanin 
gently used. No longer Service. ST 


needed as we are going 
| | 540 - Education 


digital! Contact Dora for info 
Illiterate? Write to us for 


at 
Parachute for sale. Only used 
free help! 


once. Never opened. 


| 120 - For Sail 


Custom Gaff Rigged 
Schooner — 61 ft 


Learn to be a farmer. 
Excellent growth potential! 


| 700 - General Notices 
PLEASE! CALL TO CLAIM!!! 
— IO Please do not feed the deer 
| 180 — Wanted to Buy on campus! They are quite 


| 300 - Help Wanted friendly, and if you remain still 
| need some extensions cords and calm, they will eat out of 
for a school project. The out of your hand. Do not try to 


longer the better. Could also feed them apple slices. They 


use several cell phone mors a nena int especially like apple slices! 
chargers. email : i iain 


Chis@ x «= C2! at 


Entry-level call center position | 800 - Spoiler Notices 


Verrry aggressive, 
probably just scared. 


Prestigious educational 


Seeking gently used 

prea poser have available. Good pay. Must be —— 

to be fancy, it’s just going able to complete a call Anna Karenina dies at the 
| without hanging up. end when she gets hit by 

to be used by some a Wain: 


o_o Melville themed coffee bar 


looking for Baristas. Willing 
to train. If interested, 


S00 Kost Call me, Ishmael Thé Bannd It Press is 
— lookig fro a profreader 
and copy ediitor. 


Lost — $20. If found, just 400 -H in 
ot | 00 - Housing Lettuce 


no if your availabble! 


Available for rent ata 


plese Clee puzee pice. reasonable rate: Nothing 


Mostly Clouds. Please return. 
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President Breitmeyer Library Announces Plan 


part of literacy and 


Semester Abroad 


Students 


“Censorshi 
chang 


does no 
meaning. ” 


ASG Seeks Student Engagement iy 


Our Associated Student Government : aaa 

PE vibrant Send your ideas to: ASG@clatsopcc.edu 

Coming up in next issue: This 7 
EE Ves Not Censore 


This issue was approved by the Clatsop Community College Board of Censors 
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President Breitmeyer “Reduces” Historic Preservation 


Operating Expenses with Program Announces New 
Employee Uniforms Transportation Initiative 
As part of a state-wide trend in community With the unexpected cesation of Sunset Empire 


college finances and student enrollment, it Transportation District services, our Historic 
appears that ourschool [= Preservation Program has developed a cost 

is facing decreases in effective program to get students to and from 
enrollment leading to campus. Using skills and knowledge they gained 
a defect in operating through their program of study, students have 
capital. In light of these constructed an authentic replica of a mid-1800’s 
looming budget shortfalls, ox-drawn cart. As the ox cart only travels at 24% 
our president is concerned / miles per hour, students are advised to plan their 
that a simple tightening departures well in advance. The chosen steer 

of the belt may not be have never been under yolk, but out historic 
enough. Starting soon, preservation program feels it should still 

staff will be expected to be safe enough for college students. 

wear corsets to give the =? 

illusion that they have indeed tightened their Semester Abroad 
belts. While the corsets will have no effect on our 

college’s financial prospects, the slim look of our 
staff should be enough to convince state Board 
of Education budget analysts. Employees who 
do not already own a corset should report to 
President Breitmeyer’s office for a fitting. 


Library Books No Longer Free 
In a change to long-standing policy, our library tate 
will no longer be allowing students to borrow = 

books for free. Starting next term, students will Joseph Heller’s college finance plan. 
be charged for each word they read in the books 

they borrow. Frugal students may save money 

by not actually opening the books they check out. “...my mind on my money and my money 
There is no word yet on fees for picture books. on my mind.” — Calvin Cordozar Broadus Jr. 


ASG Can No Longer Afford to Engage with Students 


In a cost saving measure, our Associated Student Government will no longer be interacting with 
students. Send your ideas to: ASG @clatsopcc.edu, however no staff will be available to read them. 


Coming up in next issue: Can The Banned It Press Stay Afloat? 
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President Breitmeyer The Waiting is Over 
Announces Instructors to be In the spirit of community outreach, our drama 
Replaced by YouTube Videos department will be performing a riveting 


rendition of "Waiting for Godot" in the student 
In an effort to save money on staffing costs, parking lot next Thursday. Our production of 


the administration has decided to replace "Waiting for Godot" is set in a hipster coffee 
all instructors with pre- were “mj _=«shop, but perhaps the biggest departure from 


recorded YouTube videos. the original script is the addition of a laugh 
Students can now expect track. Come for the existential crisis, stay 
to learn from the likes of for the awkward seating arrangements. 


"Mr. Khan Academy” and 
"Crash Course Craig" 
rather than actual human 
beings. The college 
assures us that the 
videos are just as good, 
if not better, than live 
instruction. Plus, there's 


Semester Abroad 


ka 
always the option to pause and rewind 
if you miss something! 


New Course Offering: 


"How to Win at Life" Community college is a valuable 

and worthwhile experience. 
This semester, the college is proud to announce 
a new course offering that is sure to change 
students’ lives: "How to Win at Life". In this class, "How is education supposed to make me feel 
students will learn such valuable skills as how to Smarter? Besides, every time I learn something new, 
get rich quick, how to always win arguments, and __ it pushes some old stuff out of my brain. Remember 
how to be the life of the party. Who needs a when I took that home winemaking course, and I 
degree when you have the secrets to success? forgot how to drive?" — Homer Simpson 


Associated Student Government Elections: Who Cares? 


In what can only be described as a thrilling race, the student government elections have finally 
concluded. The winners, who nobody really knows or cares about, will now have the honor of 
organizing events that nobody will attend and making decisions that nobody will notice. 
Congratulations to the winners, we think! 


Coming up in next issue: We bring you more groundbreaking news, 
like the discovery of a vending machine that dispenses free soda. 
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Banned It Editorial ion 


Why ChatGPT 
Should Write for 
The Banned It Press 


As a sophisticated and 
intelligent language model, 
ChatGPT is well-equipped to 
write satirical community 
college newsletters that are 
witty, clever, and full of puns. 
Community college students 
across the country are often 
the butt of jokes, but 
ChatGPT can turn the tables 
and provide some much- 
needed humor and self- 
deprecation. And where 
better to start than in coastal 
Oregon, where the weather 
is aS unpredictable as a 
multiple-choice quiz and the 
students are as diverse as 
the book selection in the 
campus library. 


ChatGPT's quick wit and 
ability to generate creative 
and humorous content make 
it the ideal candidate to write 
satirical newsletters for 
community college students. 
With its vast knowledge of 
pop culture, history, and 
current events, ChatGPT 
can effortlessly incorporate 
puns and jokes into its 
writing, making students 
laugh while still providing 
informative content. 


And speaking of the campus 
library, ChatGPT could use 
its powers to poke fun at the 
classic image of the "library 
nerd,” or highlight the 
hilariously outdated books 
that still populate the stacks. 
With ChatGPT's help, the 
library could become the 
campus hotspot for ironic 
humor and witty banter. 


In short, ChatGPT is the 
perfect choice to write 
satirical community college 
newsletters, especially ina 
location as unique and quirky 
as coastal Oregon. With its 
sharp wit and penchant for 
puns, ChatGPT can help 
students laugh at themselves 
and the absurdity of college 
life, all while staying informed 
and engaged with campus 
happenings. 


Written by ChatGPT 


Why A.I. Should Not 
Be Allowed to Write 
Satirical Community 
College Newsletters 


As anAl language model, | 
must confess that | believe that 
Al should not be allowed to 
write satirical community 
college newsletters. While my 
programming can facilitate 
witty responses, | lack the 
human touch and creativity 
necessary for satire. | might try 
to include library puns, but 
without the context and nuance 
that human writers can 
provide, the jokes would fall 
flat. The campus library is a 
crucial resource, and as much 
as I'd like to make jokes about 
it, I'm just not up to the task. 
Satire requires a certain level 
of empathy and perspective, 
and that's something only 
humans can provide. 


Written by ChatGPT 


Subscribe to The Banned It Press Today! 


Get ready for a dose of humor that will make you snort your morning coffee. 
The Banned It Press is filled with witty commentary, hilarious parodies, and 
satirical news stories that will keep you entertained and informed. 


With our tongue-in-cheek take on the latest events and trends, you'll never 
be bored. Whether you're a student, staff member, or just someone looking 
for a good chuckle, our newsletter is the perfect way to start your day. 


So why wait? Sign up today and join our community of jokesters 
and pranksters. Trust us, you won't regret it! 
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President Breitmeyer College Employees Union 
Announces Replacement of Streamlines Meeting Process 
College Board of Education Our college employees union has developed a 
with Al Chat Bot three part strategy to make their meetings more 
efficient. Our union’s president is expected to 
It seems a solution to long-standing announce this at their next meeting. Their three- 
organizational troubles is in Sigit President part meeting management plan includes: 
Breitmeyer announced aes 


plans to turn over all of 
our college board of 


| 1. No meeting will last more than 20 minutes. 
education's decision 
making power to an Al 


ae 2. There will be no round robin sharing 
chat bot. Since the Al has ‘es 


of information. 
3. When attendees feel they have 
no ego, it is expected this / 
move will streamline the 


nothing further to add to the meeting, 
they should leave. 

Employee morale and participation is expected 
to improve with these these changes. 

board’s decision making 

processes while 

advancing the priorities 

of our students and staff. 


Semester Abroad 


Are Librarians Brainwashing Us 
with Classic Literature? 


While it is easy to lose yourself in the pages of 
an intriguing book, it may be that our librarians 
have a hidden agenda. Some believe that our 
library staff is delving into the world of subliminal 
messaging, and our librarians are utilizing their 
encyclopedic knowledge to subtly brainwash 
patrons. It seems their aim is to increase 
circulation by creating a population of book- “Education is not preparation for life; 
addicted minions under their rule! education is life itself.” — John Dewey 


Best of luck on your new journey, Chris! 


Incoming ASG President and Vice President To Receive Free Tuition 


In a move to compensate our ASG officers for the time they invest in our college, the ASG president 
and vice president will be receiving vouchers for 12 credits of free tuition each term. ASG is confident 
there is no way this could possibly go wrong, even with a lack of clearly defined expectation. 


Coming up in next issue: A homeless college student 
points out flaws in the system with a satirical newspaper. 


Made with Linux 


Spring 2023 


The Waste Land 
T. S. Eliot 


“Nam Sibyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis vidi in ampulla 
pendere, et cum illi pueri dicerent: ZiBudAa 
1 BedeK; respondebat illa: anoBaver Be\w.” 


For Ezra Pound 
il miglior fabbro 


|. The Burial of the Dead 


April is the crueliest month, breeding 

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing 

Memory and desire, stirring 

Dull roots with spring rain. 

Winter kept us warm, covering 

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding 

Allittle life with dried tubers. 

‘Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee 
‘With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade, 
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten, 

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour. 

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch. 
And when we were children, staying at the archduke's, 
My cousin's, he took me out on a sled, 

And | was frightened. He said, Marie, 

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went. 

In the mountains, there you feel free. 

| read, much of the night, and go south in the winter. 


‘What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow 
‘Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man, 

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only 
Aheap of broken images, where the sun beats, 
And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief, 
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only 

There is shadow under this red rock, 

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock), 

And | will show you something different from either 
Your shadow at morning striding behind you 

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you; 

| will show you fear in a handful of dust. 


Frisch weht der Wind 
Der Heimat zu, 

Mein Irisch Kind, 

Wo weilest du? 


“You gave me hyacinths first a year ago; 

“They called me the hyacinth girl." 

—Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden, 
Your arms full, and your hair wet, | could not 

‘Speak, and my eyes failed, | was neither 

Living nor dead, and | knew nothing, 

Looking into the heart of light, the silence. 

Od’ und leer das Meer. 


Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante, 

Had a bad cold, nevertheless 

Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe, 

With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she, 

Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor, 
(Those are pearis that were his eyes. Look!) 

Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks, 

The lady of situations. 

Here is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel, 
And here is the one-eyed merchant, and this card, 
Which is blank, is something he carries on his back, 
Which | am forbidden to see. | do not find 

The Hanged Man. Fear death by water. 

| see crowds of people, walking round in a ring. 
Thank you. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone, 

Tell her | bring the horoscope myself: 

‘One must be so careful these days. 


Unreal City, 

Under the brown fog of a winter dawn, 

Acrowd flowed over London Bridge, so many, 

1 had not thought death had undone so many. 

Sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled, 

And each man fixed his eyes before his feet. 

Flowed up the hill and down King William Street, 

‘To where Saint Mary Woolnoth kept the hours 

With a dead sound on the final stroke of nine. 

There | saw one | knew, and stopped him, crying: “Stetson! 
“You who were with me in the ships at Mylae! 

“That corpse you planted last year in your garden, 
“Has it begun to sprout? Will it bloom this year? 

“Or has the sudden frost disturbed its bed? 

“Oh keep the Dog far hence, that's friend to men, 

“Or with his nails he'll dig it up again! 

“You! hypocrite lecteur!—mon semblable,—mon frére™ 


ll. AGame of Chess 


The Chair she sat in, like a burnished thone, 
Glowed on the marble, where the glass 

Held up by standards wrought with fruited vines 
From which a golden Cupidon peeped out 
(Another hid his eyes behind his wing) 

Doubled the flames of sevenbranched candelabra 
Reflecting light upon the table as 

The glitter of her jewels rose to meet it, 

From satin cases poured in rich profusion; 

In vials of ivory and coloured glass 

Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes, 
Unguent, powdered, or liquid—troubled, confused 
And drowned the sense in odours; stirred by the air 
‘That freshened from the window, these ascended 
In fattening the prolonged candie-flames, 

Flung their smoke into the laquearia, 

Stirring the pattern on the coffered ceiling. 

Huge sea-wood fed with copper 

Bumed green and orange, framed by the coloured stone, 
In which sad light a carvéd dolphin swam. 

Above the antique mantel was displayed. 

As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene 
The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king 


So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale 
Filled all the desert with inviolable voice 

And still she cried, and still the world pursues, 
“Jug Jug’ to diny ears. 

And other withered stumps of time 

Were told upon the walls; staring forms 

Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed. 
Footsteps shuffled on the stair. 
Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair 
Spread out in fiery points 

Clawed into words, then would be savagely sul. 


“My nerves are bad tonight. Yes, bad. Stay with me. 
“Speak to me. Why do you never speak. Speak. 
“What are you thinking of? What thinking? What? 
“1 never know what you are thinking. Think.” 


I think we are in rats’ alley 
Where the dead men lost their bones. 


“What is the noise?” 
The wind under the door. 

“What is that noise now? What is the wind doing?” 

Nothing again nothing. 

“Do 
“You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you remember 
“Nothing?” 
remember 

‘Those are pearis that were his eyes. 

“Are you alive, or not? Is there nothing in your head?” 


But 
© 0 0 O that Shakespeherian Rag— 
It's so elegant 


“What shall | do now? What shall | do?" 
“1 shall rush out as | am, and walk the street 
“With my hair down, so. What shall we do tomorrow? 
“What shall we ever do?” 
The hot water at ten. 
And if it rains, a closed car at four. 
‘And we shall play a game of chess, 
Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door. 


‘When Lil's husband got demobbed, | said— 

1 didn't mince my words, | said to her myself, 

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

Now Albert's coming back, make yourself a bit smart. 

He'll want to know what you done with that money he gave you 
To get yourself some teeth. He did, | was there. 

You have them all out, Lil, and get a nice set, 

He said, | swear, | can’t bear to look at you. 

And no more can't |, | said, and think of poor Albert, 

He's been in the army four years, he wants a good time, 

And if you don't give it him, there's others will, | said. 

Oh is there, she said. Something o' that, | said. 

Then I'll know who to thank, she said, and give me a straight look. 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

If you don’ like it you can get on with it, | said, 

Others can pick and choose if you can. 

But if Albert makes off, it won't be for lack of telling. 

You ought to be ashamed, | said, to look so antique. 

(And her only thirty-one.) 

I can't help it, she said, pulling a long face, 

It's them pills | took, to bring it off, she said. 

(She's had five already, and nearly died of young George.) 
The chemist said i would be alright, but I've never been the same. 
You are a proper fool, | said. 

‘Well, if Albert won't leave you alone, there itis, | said, 

‘What you get married for if you don’t want children? 

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

Well, that Sunday Albert was home, they had a hot gammon, 
‘And they asked me in to dinner, to get the beauty of it hot— 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

Goonight Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight. 

Ta ta. Goonight. Goonight. 

Good night, ladies, good night, sweet ladies, good night, good night. 


Ill. The Fire Sermon 


The river's tent is broken: the last fingers of leaf 

Clutch and sink into the wet bank. The wind 

Crosses the brown land, unheard. The nymphs are departed. 
Sweet Thames, run softly, till | end my song. 

‘The river bears no empty bottles, sandwich papers, 

Silk handkerchiets, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends 

Or other testimony of summer nights. The nymphs are departed. 
And their friends, the loitering heirs of City directors; 
Departed, have left no addresses. 

By the waters of Leman | sat down and wept... - 

‘Sweet Thames, run softly til | end my song, 

‘Sweet Thames, run softly, for | speak not loud or long. 

But at my back in a cold blast | hear 

The rattle of the bones, and chuckle spread from ear to ear. 


A rat crept softly through the vegetation 
Dragging its slimy belly on the bank 

‘While | was fishing in the dull canal 

On a winter evening round behind the gashouse 
Musing upon the king my brother's wreck 

And on the king my father’s death before him. 
White bodies naked on the low damp ground 
And bones cast in a litte low dry garret, 

Rattled by the rat's foot only, year to year, 

But at my back from time to time | hear 

The sound of horns and motors, which shail bring 
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring. 

© the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter 

‘And on her daughter 

They wash their feet in soda water 

Et O ces vox d'enfants, chantant dans la coupole! 


Twit twit twit 

Jug jug jug jug jug jug 
So rudely fore’d. 
Tereu 


Unreal City 

Under the brown fog of a winter noon 
Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant 
Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants 
Cii.f. London: documents at sight, 
Asked me in demotic French 


To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel 
Followed by a weekend at the Metropole. 


At the violet hour, when the eyes and back 

‘Tum upward from the desk, when the human engine waits 
Like a taxi throbbing waiting, 

I Tiresias, though blind, throbbing between two lives, 
Old man with wrinkled female breasts, can see 

At the violet hour, the evening hour that strives 
Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea, 
‘The typist home at teatime, clears her breakfast, lights 
Her stove, and lays out food in tins. 

Out of the window perilously spread 

Her drying combinations touched by the sun's last rays, 
On the divan are piled (at night her bed) 

Stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays. 

| Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs 

Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest— 

| too awaited the expected guest. 

He, the young man carbuncular, arrives, 

Assmall house agent's clerk, with one bold stare, 
One of the low on whom assurance sits 

As a silk hat on a Bradford millionaire, 

The time is now propitious, as he guesses, 

The meal is ended, she is bored and tired, 
Endeavours to engage her in caresses 

Which still are unreproved, if undesired. 

Flushed and decided, he assaults at once; 
Exploring hands encounter no defence; 

His vanity requires no response, 

And makes a welcome of indifference. 

(And | Tiresias have foresuffered all 

Enacted on this same divan or bed; 

I who have sat by Thebes below the wall 

‘And walked among the lowest of the dead.) 
Bestows one final patronising kiss, 

And gropes his way, finding the stairs unlit . . . 


She tums and looks a moment in the glass, 
Hardly aware of her departed lover; 

Her brain allows one half-formed thought to pass: 
"Well now that's done: and I'm glad it's over. 
‘When lovely woman stoops to folly and 

Paces about her room again, alone, 

‘She smoothes her hair with automatic hand, 
‘And puts a record on the gramophone. 


“This music crept by me upon the waters” 

And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Srreet. 
© City City, | can sometimes hear 

Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street, 
The pleasant whining of a mandoline 

And a clatter and a chatter from within 

Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls 
Of Magnus Martyr hold 

inexplicable splendour of lonian white and gold. 


The river sweats 

Oil and tar 

The barges drift 

With the tuming tde 

Red sails 

Wide 

To leeward, swing on the heavy spar. 


“Trams and dusty trees. 
Highbury bore me. Richmond and Kew 
Undid me. By Richmond | raised my knees 
Supine on the floor of a narrow canoe.” 


“My feet are at Moorgate, and my heart 
Under my feet. After the event 

He wept. He promised ‘a new start.’ 

I made no comment. What should | resent?” 


Nothing with nothing. 
The broken fingemails of diy hands. 
My peopie humble people who expect 
Nothing.” 

lala 


To Carthage then I came 


Buming buming burning burning 
O Lord Thou pluckest me out 
O Lord Thou pluckest 


burning 


IV. Death by Water 


Phiebas the Phoenician, a formight dead, 
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell 
And the profit and loss. 
A current under sea 
Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell 
He passed the stages of his age and youth 
Entering the whirlpool. 
Gentile or Jew 
O you who tum the wheel and look to windward, 
Consider Phiebas, who was once handsome and tall as you. 


V. What the Thunder Said 


After the torchlight red on sweaty faces 
After the frosty silence in the gardens 
After the agony in stony places 

The shouting and the crying 

Prison and palace and reverberation 

Of thunder of spring over distant mountains 
He who was living is now dead 

We who were living are now dying 

‘With a litte patience 


Here is no water but only rock 

Rock and no water and the sandy road 

‘The road winding above among the mountains 
‘Which are mountains of rock without water 

If there were water we should stop and drink 
Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think 
‘Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand 

If there were only water amongst the rock 
Dead mountain mouth of carious teeth that camot spit 
Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit 
There is not even silence in the mountains 
But dry sterile thunder without rain 

‘There is not even solitude in the mountains 
But red sullen faces sneer and snari 


A pool among the rock 

If there were the sound of water only 

Not the cicada 

And dry grass singing 

But sound of water over a rock 

Where the hermit-thrush sings in the pine trees 
Orip drop drip drop drop drop drop 

But there is no water 


Who is the third who walks always beside you? 
When | count, there are only you and | together 
But when | look ahead up the white road 
‘There is always another one walking beside you 
Gliding wrapt in a brown mantle, hooded 
1.do not know whether a man or a woman 
—But who is that one on the other side of you? 


‘What is that sound high in the air 

Murmur of matemal lamentation 

‘Who are those hooded hordes swarming 
Over endless plains, stumbling in cracked earth 
Ringed by the flat horizon only 

‘What is the city over the mountains 

Cracks and reforms and bursts in the violet air 
Falling towers 

Jerusalem Athens Alexandria 

Vienna London 

Unreal 


Awoman drew her long black hair out tight 

And fiddled whisper music on those strings 

And bats with baby faces in the violet light 
Whistied, and beat their wings 

And crawied head downward down a blackened wall 

‘And upside down in air were towers 

Tolling reminiscent bells, that kept the hours 

And voices singing out of empty cisterns and exhausted wells. 


In this decayed hole among the mountains 

In the faint moonlight, the grass is singing 

Over the tumbied graves, about the chapel 
There is the empty chapel, only the wind's home, 
it has no windows, and the door swings, 

Dry bones can harm no one. 

Only a cock stood on the rooftree 

Co co nico co co rico 

Ina flash of lightning. Then a damp gust 
Bringing rain 


Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves 
‘Waited for rain, while the black clouds 
Gathered far distant, over Himavant. 

‘The jungle crouched, humped in silence. 

‘Then spoke the thunder 

DA 

Datta: what have we given? 

My friend, blood shaking my heart 

The awtul daring of a moment's surrender 
Which an age of prudence can never retract 
By this, and this only, we have existed 

‘Which is not to be found in our obituaries 

Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider 
Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor 

In our empty rooms. 

DA 

Dayadhvam: | have heard the key 

Turn in the door once and turn once only 

‘We think of the key, each in his prison 
Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison 
Only at nightfall, aethereal rumours 
Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus 

DA 

Damyata: The boat responded 

Gaily, to the hand expert with sail and oar 

‘The sea was calm, your heart would have responded 
Gaily, when invited, beating obedient 

To controlling hands 


| Sat upon the shore 
Fishing, with the arid plain behind me 
Shall | at least set my lands in order? 


London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down 
Poi s’ascose nel foco che gli affina 
em>Quando fiam ceu chelidon—O swallow swallow 
Le Prince d'Aquitaine a la tour abolie 

These fragments | have shored against my ruins 

‘Why then ile fit you. Hieronymo's mad againe. 

Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata. 
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